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before he had been heading his letters " Dear Comrade" and
ending them "with "Yours for the Revolution." Only a few
months before he had written a fervent introduction to
Upton Sinclair's anthology, The Cry for Justice, that was an
indictment of the "unfairness, cruelty, and suffering" that
existed in the world. He had not allowed the betrayals of
his friends or untrustworthy labourers to injure his belief
in the socialised state; more militantly than ever he believed
in the economic philosophy and human logic of socialism.
But he was embittered with mankind for its lethargy in
throwing off its shackles. Sitting in his state-room he wrote,
"I am resigning from the Socialist Party because of its lack
of fire and fight, and its loss of emphasis on the class struggle.
I was originally a member of the old, revolutionary, up-on-
its-hind-legs, fighting Socialist Labour Party. Trained in the
class struggle, I believe that the working class, by fighting,
by never fusing, by never making terms with the enemy,
could emancipate itself. Since the whole trend of socialism
in the United States of recent years has been one of peace-
ableness and compromise, I find that my mind refuses further
sanction of my remaining a party member. Hence my
resignation."

He had done a great deal for the Cause, and the Cause had
done a great deal for him. It made no difference that he
thought he was quitting to go farther Left; by his resigna-
tion after fifteen years of loyal service he dealt the party a
severe blow, and himself a death blow. In Martin Eden he
had had Brissenden warn Martin that he had better tie
himself to socialism, or when success came he would have
no reason to continue living. In December, 1912, he had
replied to an admirer, "As I said in John Barl&ycorn, I am
Martin Eden. Martin Eden died because he was an in-
dividualist, I live because I ain a socialist and have social

consciousness."

This time Hawaii healed neither his mind nor his body.
He wrote " Michael, Brother of Jerry," a few feeble Hawaiian
stories, and began work on a novel about an Eurasian girl
named Cherry which he never completed. He drank hard to